CHAPTER XXXII.
I sailed from New York on the execution of my English mission on the 16th August, 1831, in the packet ship President, accompanied by Mr. Aaron Vail, the Secretary of Legation, and by my son Mr. John Van Buren. There were only three other passengers, among them an apparently amiable and certainly modest and retiring young gentleman who was a son of the celebrated Duke of Otranto.
Suddenly and I may say unexpectedly transferred from the turmoil and contentions of Washington—never perhaps more rampant than at that moment—to the quietude of a midsummer Ocean, I experienced sensations which tho' well remembered I would not find it an easy matter to describe. For more than a quarter of a century preceding the day on which I stepped on the deck of the " President" there had scarcely been one during which I had been wholly exempted from the disturbing effects of partisan agitation, too often of the most bitter description. Whether as a subordinate and doubtless, at times, over-zealous member of the political party in which I had almost literally been reared from childhood, or as its leader for many years in my State, or as a Senator in Congress, active and ardent in Federal politics, or in the Cabinet of Gen. Jackson, first in point of rank and second to none in the confidence of its Chief, the responsibility and anxiety growing out of my successive positions, tho' varying in form had always absorbed my time and my faculties. During the two years immediately preceding my departure there had been few working days which had failed to bring their load of care to my door; the laborious occupation required by the details of the President's Message, the political and official demands upon my attention regularly and plentifully emptied upon my table from the mail-bags with the spoken alarms of timid croakings of complaining and rarer congratulations of satisfied friends by which every public man, resident at the seat of Government, is doomed to be beset—these were but new representations upon an enlarged scale of the same general features which had characterized my whole previous life. These constantly recurring sources of excitement had now, one and all, been suddenly closed. The first morning at sea came unaccompanied by any fresh supplies of the stimulating ail-
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